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Because the sun shines hottest upon the path of men in sum- 
mer, they always go shooting and hunting then, for they are 
certain to espy the springbok. 


Taken from African Myths and Tales, edited with an introduc- 
tion by Susan Feldmann. 
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Elegy Written on the Life of a Negro Slave 


Born in the 12th month on the 12th day 

In a barn with cracks and a mattress of hay 

On a cold, cold day | can remember 

A baby was born in the same month of December 
The only difference in us | saw 


Was a peculiar thing developed in the law. 
A. Burtina Glenn 


‘“‘A moment please’”’ 
cried the young man 
“‘Sometimes | feel lousy 
| reach to grab a hand full of stars 
but 
get star-dust. 
| turn to say hello and hear 
the word Nigger 
or if the person is a true northerner 
he may say Nigra 
But 
| smile for | know their true ignorance and 
| wonder why? 
If | respect them enough to call them white; 
they won’t call me black? 
But | ain’t mad with any of them 
for there is a place called Blacksville 
that will some day make me go wild, 
ban my ignorance about myself, 
open my eyes to the facts of life, 
and clearly see the beauty of living. 
| will hear then 
the multiplying cries of gallant people 
So until then 
! guess I'll only ask for a moment 
of 
your time.”’ 
Sadie Smith 


January Wedding 


A courtship in slush and snow... . Rum sweet kisses pro- 
posed .... Shower gifts of Chivas Regal... . Christmas 
dinner your dowery .. . . Monk played the wedding march 
.... Our “I do’s’’ said under your electric blanket... . 
Honeymooning on the carpeting .. . . Divorced by a bus 
ticket to North Carolina 


Richard L. Peterson 


My Home 


In this world of turmoil and untruths 

Is a place of melodious voices of aspiring youths. 
The cries of heritage, the whispers of despair, 
the smell of hot chitterlings that sweep the air. 
The BLACK shiney faces, the teeth white as pearls: 
Who is to say they’re not Dukes or Earls? 
Standing so tall in their Sunday dress, 

Saying, ‘‘Good God, | sho’ lok mi best.’’ 

Monday morning it’s time to move 

Ol’ Big Daddy’s in his groove. 

Tuesday to Friday they hang with the best, 
Saturday evenin’ they do a mess. 

Sittin’ at Smalls, with Bonnie and Clyde 

With their new silk suit bustin’ of pride. 

A little bit later they make their rounds. 

Looka who’s coming, ‘‘ol’ Claude Browns.’’ 

Then two of you go to Sweet Baby Grand 

They start lyin’ about who could and who can. 
The day is over and they’re really beat, 

from Monday to Monday is just a repeat. 


K. Eleanor Rux 


Three times | returned to Harlem—once as a teenager, then as a 
woman, and finally as a Black woman. My first encounter was in the 
eighth grade and my cousins’ church was in Harlem. As many times 
as | was allowed, | used to go with them to their church. (We lived in 
Williamsbridge. | was brought up Episcopal. My mother, being a great 
influence on my life, was afraid to let me go too often. They were 
Baptist.) When Sunday morning came | felt like a little girl going on 
her first picnic. | arrived at my cousins’ house at eight o’clock. (We 
didn’t have to be there until ten, but the day seemed to go by so 
quickly, | had to get an early start.) | never knew what train | was 
getting on. They tried to teach me, but | was too busy looking at the 
people to notice. Sunday hats, patent-leather shoes, silk and satin 
dresses. Sometimes their stockings were too light or too dark, lip- 
stick too heavy, hair too greasy, not at all what society would con- 
sider best-dressed. But, there were a few things that made them 
stand out, made them the most best-dressed people | had ever seen. 
(Most people would never have noticed or cared, but they were so 
new to me, so wonderfully new that it was impossible not to notice. 
There were little things, the sparkle in their eyes, the smile on their 
lips, and the Bible in their hands, ordinary, yet the most extraordi- 


nary to me.) After Sunday School, we would run down to the candy 
store to listen to records. (I had some of the best times of my life 
in that store. Boys flirting and the girls trying not to notice, stale 
cookies bought for two cents, watching the shoe shine boys turn lea- 
ther into glass.) At first the preacher scared me; then |, too, began to 
feel the spirit he cried out so desperately to come to him. (So many 
times | wished my father was with me. So that he, too, could cry and 
shout to relieve some of the tensions within him.) Yes, these were my 
Sundays—the Sundays | waited so long for and will never forget. 

It was a long time before | returned to Harlem. It was about this 
time | began my role in the movement. | was eighteen and had made 
the acquaintance of someone | now consider a very dear friend. She 
lived in Harlem, but was completely oblivious to the beauty that sur- 
rounded her. (| can’t blame her. It is more difficult to see or appreci- 
ate things when we are in them than when we are out and able to 
look in.) | used to walk up and down the streets with her watching 
the. kids play. They were dirty. It almost hurt me to look at them, 
but they were so happy, free and alive. No piano lessons, no tap danc- 
ing schools, no worrying about playing with the bad kids next door. 
They were normal, wonderful children practicing our hopes of the 
future—Freedom and Equality. | finally saw 125th Street. | didn’t 
see the hard, hoodlums | had heard so much about. | saw Black 
people, tons and tons of Black people, busily shopping, preaching, 
or just waiting around. Sometimes | would go shopping with my 
friend’s mother. She is a wonderful person to be with, always laugh- 
ing and having fun. (She has been one of the greatest comforts in 
my life.) She introduced me to some of the greatest monuments of 
our times; the George Washington Carver Bank, the Freedom National 
Bank, the Apollo, Chock-Full-of-Nuts, and a host of others. All my 
life | had hated going to the hairdresser, but in Harlem | loved it. 
Wigs flying back and forth, hustlers selling dresses hot off the Paris 
line, and eating big juicy hamburgers. Sometimes | thought the hair- 
dressers were miracle workers. | have seen some of the ugliest people 
in the world turned into Lady Godiva. | used to stare so hard that 
my girlfriend would become angry. (I guess she felt resentment. But 
how could | explain the excitement and fascination that burned in- 
side me? | was held in a trance.) 

This time when | returned to Harlem | had acquired that certain 
something, the acute awareness that | was Black, and the innate 
feeling of being BLACK. It was then that | saw the night life of Harlem. 
(| was in love, wonderfully in love. | was surrounded by Black 
brothers and sisters in the spot light and our relation was filled with 
the intimacy of Blackness.) | visited The Big Apple, Smalls, The Red 
Rooster, Franks, and Count Basie’s (which is one of the most famous 
night clubs in New York.) We drank together, talked together, and 
listened together. (Most of them were high. It seems like the Black 
man is unsure of himself unless he is stimulated. That is another . 


factor we MUST overcome.) Some of what they were saying was true, 
some lies, some hopes, but never-the-less they were communicating. 
They were acting and reacting. In short, they were beautiful. 

This is what Harlem has meant to me. Maybe it is what we call 
soul. | am not sure how to define soul, pride, or Black Power. | do 
know of a Black paradise, a Black utopia, a home for me. 


K. Eleaner Rux 


Rhyming Early in Life 


I’s jesta poor black country Gal 
poise, charm, flair 

Fair skin, silky hair, 

Wealth 

| got none, but sister | tell you 
“taint nothing to me.”’ 


Ma was a poor black country Gal 
big nosed, rag clothed 

but | sure knows 

she was alright wit me. 


Ya'll can frown at my nappy head 
laf at my ashy ass 

Ya'll do all ya’ll wanta do 

| tell you my feverish friend 
Again, again, again 

Kiss my tail 

Go to hell 

“taint nothing to me.” 


Vaughan 


tl 
| look into a mirror 
and | see a shadow. 
Pamala Woodruff Hill 
Poem 
My body is a prison wherein both he and | are 
captured prisoners. 
Ida Johnson 


A Happening 


What is it you’d have me be 

Don’t answer I’m becoming 
Dressed in garb not suiting me 

But soon my own is coming 

| don’t need your eyes to see 

| am gradually seeing 

Tone down your voice and let me be 
| don’t need you helping me 

| know now - | am 


Elizabeth Jones 


Like a twig bending 
with the strong pull 
of the March wind, 


She broke! 


Ida Letish 


Johnson 


la 


“‘Step on a crack, break your mother’s back.”’ 


Cold mush on a winter morn, 

Leaches, bed bugs, rats, 

Second generation patches on third generation clothes, 
No heat, 

Garbage rotting in the street. 


Peeling plaster, 
Insufficient welfare checks, 
Starving children... 


The long walkway to prostitution. 
‘“‘No trespassing” signs. 
How many more cracks in the sidewalk of Life? 


G. Josef Hannibal 


An old man 

weary of blackness 
weary of tragedy 
Ready to die. 


IV 


‘Ain't got time to vote.”’ 
“| gots to die soon.” 
“Gots to find rest.’’ 
“Gots to find peace.”’ 


V 


An old man 
gnarled with 

life 

shuffling 

down a dusty road. 


Pamala Woodruff Hill 


The last-stand force 

of resistance lines up. 

The ranks tighten to 

receive and repel the assaults 
of the enemy. 

Foolishness! 

The battle is already 

Lost. 


G. Josef Hannibal 


“A Midsummer Nightmare”’ 


It was pitch-dark in the apartment. Freddie sat between his 
mother and father on the small sofa listening to the news on 
the radio. Freddie didn’t know why he was being kept up so late 
because he liked being close to his parents, and sitting on his 
father’s lap like any three-year old. The news commentator inter- 
rupted Freddie’s little child thoughts, saying: ‘‘National Guards- 
men report Sniper fire in the Carver Park area of the city.’’ Fred- 
die didn’t understand what the radio had just blared out, but 
he noticed the change in his father’s grip around his ankle. “‘I 
just hope they don’t get here,’’ his mother said. ‘‘They aren't 
gonna shoot us,” his father countered. At that moment they 
heard voices in the hall and fast-moving feet scurrying by the 
door; later, shots rang out from somewhere in the building, 
followed by bursts of machine gun fire. The room was now a 
distorted world of shadows as big search lights beams painted 
the drawn window shades bright. ‘‘Get down, get on the floor,’ 
his father shouted as he scooped Freddie and his mother in his 
arms, going down with them at the same time. Tears welled in 
Freddie’s eyes as his father lay over him. Then, BOOM! Freddie 
began to cry uncontrollably as the plaster, from the ceiling sprin- 
kled down over his family, and the window panes shattered be- 
hind the shades. ‘‘Oh my God, they’re firing tracer shells into 
the building,’ his father said. His mother shouted ‘‘Freddie, 
Freddie.”’ 

All was quiet in the room for moments which seemed like 
an eternity; darkness infinite now covered all. Suddenly the 
door’s bolts open, and a million voices are in the room; flash- 
lights sparkled all over the room. ‘‘Get up nigger; before | kick 
your teeth out,’’ shouted a burly, palefaced guardsman. Fred- 
die looked through tear-filled eyes into a sea of white faces. He 
saw his neighbors being herded out of the building just like his 
family. Outside the air is filled with tear gas and Freddie looks 
over his father’s shoulder through the prismatic tears at the red 
brick, the white faces, and down at his little black hand as he 
stuck it in his mouth. Freddie can lose his eyes, go to sleep, 
but he can never forget that he is different. 


Douglas Stephens 


The midnight air speaks for itself when 

the evening sun is deaf, 

Calling upon every loose leaf and tender 

weed to reply in Song their joyous time. 
William H. Gay, Jr. 


Poem 


| wander in and out of lonely places 
with crowded people, waiting 

for the crowd’s stop 

So | could gather my wandering 
thoughts in some semblance 

of order. 

| think, then peace 

would permeate my soul 

And | could really 

smile with God. 


Pamala Woodruff 


1 will blame you 

for what | am 

| will blame you 

for my place in society 
| will blame you 

for whatever i am not 
you are somebody 

i am nothing. 


Bert D. Newton 


The tide is high 
The water rushes in, 
Hesitates, 


And the dirt and sand, empty bottles, cans 
And driftwood 
Wash silently out to sea. 


G. Josef Hannibal 


8th Street 


Walking past Cooper Union on my way to the Dom, 
is anything but uneventful. 

There are the usual plastics with their 

idea of the HIP MOOD. 

The brilliant orange bells, with soft 

purple lace blouses; white sandals a 
necessity. 

For the man: axle grease inundated curls; 
19th century sweatshirt and sweat; 5 years 
paint on the jeans, put on only last night. 
And the ever present Viceroy, that separates 
the men from the boys. 

The hippies glide by digging the scene. 

“Hey will ya give us a nickle and/or 

some pennies?”’ 

I’m stopped by two hippies with beads and 
Indian bells on. 

SOuLe. ° 

And | count out a nickel and three pennies. 
sunanks,”” 

Well, | finally get to the Dom, with a smile 

on my face. One can’t laugh at DEAD SERIOUS 
people. 


Pamala Woodruff Hill 


Mother 


| cry at the sound 

so long I’ve never heard 

a soft hand a tender smile 
protection 

when I’M hurt 

she sheds the tears 

now she’s gone 

I cry! 

| cry alone. 


Bert D. Newton 


(Untitled) 


| 
An old man 
walking down a 
dusty road 
could’ve been 
a slave 
100 years ago 
could’ve been. 
Too late now 
a slave’s 
child maybe 
Maybe a slave 
still. 
A horse 
overworked 
returning 
wearily 
to the stable. 


An old man 
motley descendant 
of kings 

and pyramids; 
paragon 

of hope 

and despair. 


The darkness cried out 
But the light had gone 
until another day. 
Phillip Henry 


Out Chere...Times Are Changing 


Out chere . . . Black, 

times are changing— 

The danger of it all. 

Raging to search into reality, 

reality becomes the searching—the slavemaster. 
Yet men are men—pitiful men, 

Welcoming bondages of sorts. 

—Yet Black men cry not I. 


His self-fashioned, sacred existence threatened, 
White men’s eyeballs glaring know 

The pity of knowing to never know 

—lost to conceive the void. 

He begs his mind 

to halt 

to hide again 

The sin and pity and wasteland stealing 

towards his hiding eyes. 


Trapped in the spectrum 
two hideous faces... black. . . white 
convulse to battle the rights of humanity 
playing the game of Saint. 
Evening blankets the vibrating wails— 
Thick-lipped horns moaning 
black-blues. 


Vaughan 


Problem 


Me 
lying here, my 
breasts don’t 
joggle anymore. 
My 
mouth stands 
still; 


listen but i don’t 
understand 
why i feel 

cold. 


Am i dead? 

They’re burying 
me. 

Don’t! 

| 


want to live 
again. 
They 
can’t hear 
me. 
The earth is now my shelter 
from the world. 


Burtina Glenn 


Try; Think 


Sunny sunshine shining in 
Morning shades fading out 
Sweet aromatic fragrances 

Of this day blend 

New life, everywhere a sprout. 


Enveloped in Spring refreshing breeze 
Soft pink petals 

Fitted among shiny green leaves 

Life giving spring weather 

Cool refreshing spring breezes 
Quick light as a feather 

Upon all its enchantment releases. 


Brenda Jean Bule 


Poem 


be damned your 

murdering hands 

seeking more 

and more from earthly lands 


Douglas Stephens 
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It’s a beautiful day today, too beautiful to be sitting in 
class. She’s talking but I’m not listening. | wonder if it’s 
because she’s white. Last year | had a white teacher who was 
a Jew, that | sorta liked as a friend. That boy sitting in 
front of me is about to run me crazy. I’d love to put my 
fingers in his fro. | had a friend once who loved to feel felt, 
| thought she was crazy but | guess that was life. Gosh, | 
came to class late and I’ve got to leave out and go to the pot. 
I'm sure she’s going to turn red. There is a girl sitting around 
me that smells like pis. | sure wish she’d cop out. This is 
an interesting book only too many pictures of Paul Newman 
about to do that thing. They should let us see something, I’m 
tired of imagining all the time. | thought that white men 
couldn't do anything who knows, | don’t. | doubt if I’ll ever 
find out because | could never bring myself to make love to 
one. | consider myself one beautiful black woman and he 
may not. Then | would have to become defiant and kill him 
and I’m not ready to taste the flesh of steel until that day of 
reckoning comes. The day of the revolution brought on by 
this Black Era. There goes the bell. | guess | can take off 
this cheese grin and walk out now. This pis is really hard to 
hold in. | want to cover my hole with my hand but that’s 
unladylike and | am a lady. Damn! | just did make it! Boy 
what a relief. 
Sadie Smith 


Poem 


Life on earth 
is like 
a baby 
killed within 
the first three months 


Sadie Smith 


A hundred miles away from home 
In a new, but lonely place, 

He found me trying to make my way 
In a hungry, reckless crowd. 


| shunned his pleading love, 

But his style | couldn’t resist. 

“So why put up with him?’’ | asked, 
But, later | became his game. 


Entangled in his webb of kindness 

| fell, deeply within love. 

His virtues, patience, gentleness 

Gave me courage to feel free and loved. 


A fear always came over me 
When his expected love was near, 
But his gentle hand and voice 
Made everything just right. 


Although | shared him with another 
Our hopes and dreams were otherwise 
So patiently, | did wait 

But the pain grew everyday. 


A love | thought would last 
A guy | tried to trust 

A woman he did make me 
A crying child he left me. 


A hundred miles away from home 
| stand alone and hurt. 

This love he’ll always have 

No matter what others he’ll have. 


Ingrid Fran Watson 


Life is but a whisper 
Night occurs 
Strips the day of its golden bands 
Day is unseen, unheard 
And so is life. 


in a noisy room. 


Douglas Stephens 


Brenda J. Buie 


Lovers 
‘Relief instigated later makes one’s blood 
run cold.” 


There is a man 
| think I’ll build him a world 
taking out 
all 
evils as | perceive 
putting in 


Life 
love 
happiness with this presenting peace 


Today he’s here 
Tomorrow he’ll be there 
Recall the beauty 

of his presence 


Accumulated thoughts 

of his voice-mind-and hands 
in systematic distortion 

he’s making life his own. 


Sadie Smith 


The Iconoclast 


As belief sags and bellies 

And young minds take up arms 
To defend that vast-acre expanse 
Ignorance alias tradition 

| watch you. 

As ash and filter make contact 
And opaque clouds drift lazily up 
Your eyes canvass the inocents . 


Daphne Page 


Life 


Where am | going 

in this ride called life? 
| ponder; | seek 

to find the answer 
the answer is there. 


one 


step 


ahead 


of 


me. 


| run to overtake it. 

| fail. 

| slow down to sneak it. 

I’m unsuccessful. 

| drift; | struggle 

| Must know. 

But until, I’m going somewhere! 


Ernestine Jett 


John: 


Ann: 


ie Ge: 
Bill: 


TOBACCO ROW ’65 


With eyes all full of lifeless night | stand trembling, 
drenched from head to toe, wet from the dew of those 
teasing leaves that haunt my every thought. | stoop 

and bend to break the leaves, my back is filled with pain. 
| step and tumble to the ground; a rock is in my shoe! 
My belly aches from want of food, only to be teased at 
ten by a coke and honey bun. The ‘‘Monkey”’ rides the 
back of my neck and draws cooling sweat from my brow. 

| wipe my eyes with gummy hands only to bring more pain. 
| lift my eyes to’ the sky and follow its long blue 

line. The horizon is at the end of that line. There lies 
the end of the row. 


Jimmy Lee Harrington 
Niggers In Dialogue 


Hey, girl, why don’t you go natural? 


My face is too narrow and | just don’t think it 


would look right on me. Besides, my hair isn’t good enough. 


Bill, what you think about Black Power? 
| don’t like Black Power or White Power; | think 


we should have American Power. 


Somebody: How you feel about Black Separatism? 


Nigger: | don’t think we should alienate our friends. 


Maybelle: Don’t call me Black! You ain’t never seen 


Jim: 


no black people in yo’ life! 


Well, Maybelle, who’s white? 


Professor: | think Afro’s are rather primitive, 


don’t you? 


Student: Then Negroes are too? 


Nigger: Niggers ain’t shit! 


Response: Including yourself? 


Professor: Now, you are culturally deprived, and we 


must help you to overcome this... 


Student: Hey, professor, do you dig Coltrane? 


Professor: What on earth are you saying? 

Professor: ...and Freud called it an Oedipus complex. 
Student: My father has a different name for it. 
Professor: What? 


Student: Mother-fucker. 


Negro High School Teacher: | think when dark-skinned Negroes 
consider marriage, they should consider 
their children’s appearance 
and not marry people too dark. 

Student: Ah... Miss Jones... well...well why... ah.. why 


did your mama dis... dislike you? 


White Civil Rights Worker: | think that Negroes should 
be able to vote . . . Like us Americans. 
LBJ: ...We must stop lawlessness and crime on the streets 
at any cost. 


Negro mother: Aman, Aman, Aman. 


Somebody: What do you think about people burning 
draft cards. 

Nigger student: Well, Well, | think they should be 
put in jail for a hundred years. 
They are disloyal to this country. 

Somebody: How do you feel about Negroes? 

Nigger Student: | think Negroes should especially be 
ashamed of themselves since this 


country has let us make so much progress. 


College Graduate: | just got my B.S. man! 
Drop-out: What do that mean man? Bull-Shit? 


Nice sophisticated lady: ...and after he gave me an injection 


in my glutimus maximus... 
(Nurse whispering to her mother) 


Negro Nurse: What she is really trying to say, mama, 


is after the doctor stuck her in her ass... 


Mayor Lindsey: ... But because of the racial attitudes 
in this COUNTHY mare 


Nigger Intellectual: ... No, No, not our country! 


Negro Mother: I’m sending you to college to get a good 
education. 


Son: Don’t send me there, then. 


‘What do you think about when you hear son-of-a-bitch, 
mother-fucker, bastard, and nigger hater?”’ 


LBJ, That’s obvious! 
ae Give the drummer some! 


AE Now, everybody knows Jessie Helms is 
not a Nigger hater, ha ha ha! 
Charles Stokes 


But | Live 


My body has been beaten with conditions of shame. 
| exist, but nobody knows my name. 

In the fields of Vietnam | fight and die. 

But I’M still told the white man’s lie. 

Awarded an honor of the highest degree, 

But with hatred and disguest they treat me. 

I’M being destroyed a thousand ways 

But | live. 


William Gay, Jr. 


What Time? 


Shadows shorten and shift position 
Lengthen and implement form. 

The ominous tick-tock-ticking 

Of the giant silver-faced god 

Is distinctive, over-powering . . . deafening. 


Daphne Page 


Respect 


| look up at you 

you look down at me 
| smile 

you frown 

| cry 

you laugh 

| have no money 

this you have 

| say “yes sir’ 

you say “‘no boy” 
What kinda man are you. 


B. Newton 
Poem 


Bottles and knives 
gleam wetly under 
street lights, in dark 
sweaty hands. 

A cry 

and the gang falls upon 
its victim. 

The ancient thirst slaked 
The gang drifts away 
until the appointed time. 


Pamala Woodruff 


Brother 
tell me 
what can i do to help my brother? 
he wants 
i give 


still he wants 
i have nothing left. 


Bert D. Newton 


the clock 
cursed thing 
of man’s own mind 
you grin and bring 
his slow decline 


Douglas Stephenson 


Comedy, The Three Stooges 
Friends, strain 
seek, seek to pierce 
in vain 
Myopic bond. 
Daphne Page 


BOUND 


To know is to have lived 


Life has but chains to give. 


—Brenda Jean Buie 


The darkness cried out 
But the light had gone- 
until another day. 


Philip Henry 


O’ Dirty Flag of Poverty 
O’ dirty flag of poverty 
Why must you fly so high? 
Now every man on earth can see 
The anger in your eye. 
You cheat and steal to conquer men. 
Your greed is unforetold. 


Your mere existence is a sin. 


Poem 

Your heart is surely cold. 

Prior to 
How dare you light on any man Priced ea iter 
tee) 

and add to grief and strife? Bit 

Please let him make it if he can. Lost in the 

Don’t take away his life. Knowledge 

Help take man’s face up from the ground of 

And brush away the stain. Mankind 

He can’t exist when you’re around, Sadie Smith 

So why not ease his pain. 

Why must you torture men like me? 

Why not just pass us by? 

O’ dirty flag of poverty Brother 

Why must you fly so high? On a hill, 

Jimmy Lee Harrington Around the corner, 

A house. 
Two garages, 
Bay window, 

Fair am | who crowns nature and finds beauty in an old Wall carpeting, 

torn down house with holes in the walls. | lie at night Maids. 
under the blanket of darkness and enjoy a renewed past. Country club set. 
Colored too. 
B. Glenn é 

| live 
Around the corner, 
Help me. 


Ramola Corbitt 


Warm, aching bodies lying on colored sheets 
Rising and falling together with the rhythm 

of the throbbing beat. 

The heat surges within them, 

He whispers incoherent words of no meaning 
yet 

having deeper meaning than any coherent phrase. 
She whispers, his breathing becomes heavy 
fighting for the air needed to breathe. 

The heat surges within them, climbing 

higher and higher to that summit of sheer 
beauty, that peak of sexual elegence, the 
epitome of physical love. 

They reach this point and give that last gasp of 
pleasure. 

This erratic movement subsides, 

Their breaths are caught, they sigh in 
satisfaction and relief. 

He comforts her, she clings to him in desperation 
and shame, 

He holds her, happy and proud 

This is love, this is life—this is us. 


Warren Harris 


Loving 
“‘Alleviated desires, satisfy the soul’’ 
Being of a 
sexy nature 
She always reached 
the bed first 
and 
Never the heart 
Seeking to 
change this 
She married 
reached the heart 


of 
Her husband 


found the bed 
together 
But it didn’t work. 


Sadie Smith 


Loving My Black Gal 


With one accord 

we came like 

a rushing, mighty wind 
filled with utterances, 
exalted to rape, 

our naked, black beings 


Gi DIOOd MR yet Commas ae flesh 

hatred aus LOVE eae 

KiCheS 7 caaeame DOW Eis aoe honor 

oe a ClOG 2 are WISCOMEs een StLeneEn 

any, ee love Love 


| kiss our breas 
ed'y : ‘‘! ove shivers on an uneven keel’’ 


the mucking breasts 

of rapid heaves, your stink arose | find love too often 
slew all my dwellings—repossessed On trees resembling leaves 
yet graced my descent but 


and left me heaving—living, loving. 
Never in the bark of 


nde le the wood. 
| find want too often 
On the ground resembling sand 
but 
Never under in the topsoil 
| find hate in every eye 
and always in the heart 

Can a soul survive 

within the midst of this? 

Sadie Smith 


She was afraid that day, she slept restless 
that night before thinking of the hard task 
which awaits her tomorrow. In her bed she 
resembled the black beauty of today, a gold 
mine beauty of tomorrow. Sleep rested her; 
blackness awaited her; .. . 


A. Burtina Glenn 


So deep does the pride of the past penetrate; 
Even though it has been carried on for aeons. 
And in reality, it has darkened my heart. 

| feel that no one knows my cause 

for hatred of the black. 


| protect the authority of past ideas 
Of bondage from my people of yesterdays gone. 
They struggled, fought and died to keep 
Dark faces in their place. 
| feel that no one knows why 
| uphold these old ideas. 


| wear my hooded white with pride and fear 
While watching flames consume the cross. 
| was taught to hate this strange, strange hue. 
| have shot and killed many dark faces. 

Yet, even | do not know why 

| really hate the black. 


—Friendly 


Honor is forgiveness It stretches far beyond the sky 


chaos is faith Then tends to look back and 
life is received 


death is around wave to us bye. 


prayer is empty A. Burtina Glenn 
grace Is art 

sleep is mirth 

age is bare. April 9, 1968 

pride obtains, 


How long this hate 


1Py cao Misunderstanding 
ee pigacies The quest — the fight for 
experience teaches 

eu Reality 
love divides 
Spirit subsides Man’s inability to love 
Youth and wine Fear of Death 
death is mine Loss of Love . 
land observes HOpG = = 10 SUNCT Ee LOVE 
pleasures may end to be persecuted for 
ee Love of man for Freedom 
Ae Oheaiels the ultimate goal 
palobitaeends ; Contentment 
these great things 
My soul now sings. Free—he is Free at Last 


A. Burtina Glenn Della Vaughan 


To The Dollmaker 
| think, therefore | am.”’ 


Descartes 


| am doll in a dollmaker’s shop. 
One of many, except | think. 
Sometimes you pat my head 
And tell me how proud you are 
of me. Yesterday | asked you 
Why we dolls are miniature 
And you are not. 
As soon as | did 
You removed me from my place. 
| pined because you rejected me. 
The other dolls, one by one 
Directed their painted smiles 
At me. While I, growing ill 
Divorced myself from this 
senseless bazaar. 


Daphne Page Riot 


| starve 
So what 
I’m dirty 
Good 
Destitute! No hope 
Fine 
| die. 
Jubilation 
| destroy 
No 
1 kill 
Stop 
| plunder 
Why 
Damn you man! 


George E. Weaver 


| love you; you hurt me. 
| hate you; | hurt myself. 


| desire, | obtain, | regret. 


Jimmy L. Harrington 


Beauty Is Temporarily Alive 


O vain, beautiful flowers, 


And the South was at my feet; Your fragile scented petals 
The North went Waving in the breeze, 
traveling by Why mock the cold stone 


smelling of deceit. And jeer at the once-living bough? 


A. Burtina Glenn Some tomorrow, pale blossoms, 
Your beauty will steal away in 
The night, and leave a handful 
Of ugliness. You will be as drab as 
Your companions, and they will laugh. 


Like Save yourself some heartache, 
Driving rain Pretty petals. Do not 
when Strut arrogantly and flaunt your 
Starving change Warm beauty. You are not unlike 
One can train The stone and the bough; act the part. 


One can gain 
In Time’s eye, scented blossoms, 


emt LEI All forms of life come to the same 
Lowly end. 

You, too, will fall from the public eye 
Into anonymity. 


Gregor Hannibal 


The Sound of Thunder 


Nothing seems that it will change. My body grows weak with age 
and depression fills my anatomy like a brush fire. | ask the paramount 
question, ‘‘To live or to sleep?’’ Does it really make any difference? Is 
Death not a perpetual sleep in which one sinks into an abyss of peace? 
Who will mourn my hell-burnt soul? Is death not better than life in this 
man-made hell where every man preys on every other man? My mind 
is made, the decision voiced. My hand descends into the desk drawer 
and pulls a gun from its hiding place. | put the gun to my head, and 
then2 es. THE SOUND ORSfAUNDER, 


Co tEn tee ole. 
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